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putting him upon an infamous dispute about her reputation ; yet has he the confidence to laugh at nie, because I obey my poor dear in keeping out of harm's way, and not staying too late from my own family, to pass through the hazards of a town full of ranters and debauchees. You that are a philosopher should urge in our behalf, that when we bear with a froward woman, our patience is preserved, in consideration that a breach with her might be a dishonour to children who are descended from us, and whose concern make us tolerate a thousand frailties, for fear they should redound dishonour upon the innocent. This and the like circumstances, which carry with them the most. valuable regards of human life, may be mentioned for our long-suffering; but in the case of gallants, they swallow ill-usage from one to whom they have no obligation, but from a base passion which it is mean to indulge, and which it would be glorious to overcome.
These sort of fellows are very numerous, and some have been conspicuously such without shame; nay, they have carried on the jest in the very article of death, and, to the diminution of the wealth and happiness of their families, in bar of those honourably near to them, have left immense wealth to their paramours. What is this but being a cully in the grave ! Sure this is being henpecked with a vengeance! But without dwelling upon these less frequent instances of eminent cullyism, what is there so common as to hear a fellow curse his fate that he cannot get rid of a passion to a jilt, and quote an half line out of a miscellany poem to prove his weakness is natural. If they will go on thus, I have nothing to say to it; but then let them not pretend to be free all this while, and laugh at us poor married patients.
I have known one wench in this town carry an haughty dominion over her lovers so well, that she has at the same time been kept by a sea captain in the Straits, a merchant in the city, a country gentleman in Hampshire, and had all her correspondences managed by one she kept for her own uses. This happy man (as the phrase is) used to write very punctually every post letters for the mistress to transcribe. He would sit in his night-gown and slippers, and be as grave giving an account, only changing names, that there was
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